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E ++$+# N D what | ſhall Vice forlake th obſcure of night 
? Ie To triumph ſhameleſs i in the glare of light, 
| Whilſt modeſt Virtue with dejected head 
its pining in the folitary ſhade ? 
Ves, Vice, exult, thy foes are now no more, 
? And Virtue' 8 reign, her tranſient reign, is 0 er 3. 
| She now with frequent tear bedews the clay 


That wraps her Sons too carly ſnatch'd away; 
« is | — 
B « O'er. 


42 
O'er thy ſad tomb, O Sterne | th'afllied Pair 
Rends, with a frantic hand, her lovely hair, 


SO With eyes to Heay" n, ſhe bends the ſuppliant knee, Ds I 
And mourns her loſs i in Churchil, and in Thee, [ 


Yet oft has Virtue, in thy living n N 
With grief beheld thy proſtituted pow'r, 1 
When emulous of general applauſe, 1 

To court the Vile, by fits you loft her cauſe; 7 
Awhile directing Heav'nward flights, and ſoon 
Unworthy linking in a baſe Buffoon, 


And taught alone the luxury of Wor, 

How pleas d we d own d the influence of your art, 
And bleſs'd the pen chat humaniz d the heart. 
With honeſt warmth, ſec manly Churchil riſe, 
Indignant fury flaſhing from his eyes; 3 

His nervous, and unpoliſh'd lines impart 

The gen'rous feelings of a virtuous heart. 

Se Folly dread her deſtin'd fall to meet, 

See Guilt expire, pale victim, at his feet, 


See 
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see Dulneſs fly before the throne ef Senſq̃ 


See forc'd, Oh ſtrange ! the Bluſh from Impudence. 
Yet not unſtain d his Page, too- oft his Muſe. 


Confines her rage to perſonal Abuſe, 
The path forſaking where ſhe firſt began, 


Neglects the Crime, to ſtigmatize the Man. * 
If ſuch Herculean arms as theſe have fail'd, 
And, ſpite of Satire, Vice at laſt prevail d, 


How with redoubled vigour muſt ſhe riſe! 
— Like ſome rank weed, aſpiring to the ſkies ; 


When thoſe ordam d to check its growth, ſupply 


A foſt ring hand, and rear its head on high. 
Such are the Muſes, once rever d above, 


The friends of Truth, and near ally d to Jove; 
*Twas theirs to give the good man to the ſky, 


Or damn the wretch to endleſs infamy: | 


But now no more they own. th'inſpiring ray, 
And ſing their Pzans to the God of day, 
But, baniſn'd Heav'n, attend the ſatyr train, 


Themſelves laſcivious, impotent, and vain. 
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oh! be it mine, to quit the ſordid throng, 


Who lift to Intereſt, e' er they tune the Song 3 


Who check'd by mean reſtraint, ,or aw'd by tear, 
Ne' cer dard a Truth that Vice would bluſh to hear; 3 


But ever civil, urge the awkward lie, 


And praiſe---at ſad expence of honeſty; 


Oh! let me quit them, and with gen'rous rage, 


To wholeſome Satire dedicate my Pages, 


Apply the laſh to villainies 1 hate, 


And laugh at follies, of the mean, and great; 
An endleſs: taſk ! one Vice ſubdu' d---what then? 


The Hydra monſter gives new birth to ten; 
But though the talk be arduous, and. demand 
The chaſt' ning ſcourge ſhould. arm- a maſter's hand, 


Though ableſt pow'r, (and mine of ſmall arail) 


Though ableſt power, and beſt inſpir'd muſt. fail, 


Happy were man, if minds to evil prone, 


Would, when they ſtoop, but ſtoop to faults alone; 


[5s] 
But daring Guilt no limits can confine _* 
Rebel to Heaven, it braves the Wrath — 
Behold with giant ſtride Ambition tow' ry 
His red arm bare, his buſkins ſteep' din gore; 
With Satan's pride aſſume the awful N * 
| Spurn little earth, and emulate a God : 
In his ſteel'd breaſt each ſofter paſſion dies, 
| With all the train of tender amities; 
Fair Meekneſs droops, unhonour' d, and unchear' d, 


And weeping Pity pours her wail unheard, 


E vain impiety of human-kind, 


O wretch del uded, ignorant, and blind, 


| Why would'ſt thou ſoar beyond the ſpot aſſign” d? { 
Ill can thy feeble pow'rs ſupport thy flight, 

Or thy weak eyes endure the blaze of light: 

No, Slave to Paſſion, and to beaſtly Luſt, 

Thy lot is Mis'ry, and thy ſtation Duſt, 


There ſtalks Oppreſſion o'er the fadden'd plain, 
And blaſts the labours of th'induſtrious Swain 
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Who filent weeps the: loſs of happier days, 
When Toil was recompene' d, and Worth had praiſe, 
Ere Wealth broke in with all- ſubduing rage, 
And Independence funk to vaſſalage. 
With hell- born paſſions burning in his breaſt, 
And front compos'd,. Adult'ry ſtands confeſt 3 

With curſt delight purſues th ungen rous aim, 
Boaſts the black deed, and glories in his ſhame, 
While Rape and Murder, joint aſſociates ſtand,, 
| And aid the fell. deſign with willing hand. 

Proceed Infernal, bur rhy God: is juſt, 4 
And keen remorſe attends on lawleſs luſt,, 
Thy guilty boſom ſhall be dnn d to ber, 
The hotteſt Hell. that e'er eonfum'd Deſpair, 
And You, ye Fair, deſign d by Heav'n to prove 


The ſoft endearments of a nuptial love, 


To bleſs the Vouth your charms have made — own,. 


And as ye bleſs, be blefs'd i in One alone ; 3 
Why ſcorn the juſt reſtraint, and unconfin d, 
With vaſt affection take in all mankind, 
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Time was, when fimple ſouls could love for life, 
And the fond Huſband had as fond a Wife: 
He, honeſt fool, could ſee no face fo fair, 
Nor She, ſuch manly grace, and candid air. 
Did Joy, or Grief, diſturb the peaceful ſcene, 
The Joy ſhe heighten” d, and diſpel'd the pain 
Did ruffling cares Her anxious ſoul moleſt, 
His fond attention Pooth 'd her into reſt: 
E hus, hand-in-hand, content, and a gay, 
T hey trod life's path, and firew'd with flow'rs the way; 


Till Death invited, when, with. ceaſeleſs love, 
They left a Heaven on earth, for one above. 
Not ſuch, 1 ween, the flame that now inſpires, 
No boſom burns but with unhallow d fires; 3 

To Hymen' 8 altar, 101 the crowds repair, 

Where Luſt, or Luere, actuates every Fair. 
Here, ſlyly, one her virgin paſſion feigns, 

And joins the F ool her genuine ſoul diſdains; 
The prudent conduct wherefore ſhould we blame, 


That gives a Fortune, and ſecures her F ame. 
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t 
There, in high luſt, the matron Dame appears, 
And ſeeks the able Youth of manly years; 
Who quits the Virtue that but kept him poor, 
---The pamper'd Stallion of a titled We. 
And ſhall no pang ſuch Loves as theſe annoy, 
Shall Hymen ſmile, and bleſs the couch with joy? 
No, every curſe purſue them when they wed, 
May Diſcord light the torch, and Furies haunt the bed. 
What Voice of woe is that aſſails my ear? 5 
What Eye that aſks my Bounty with a tear? 
Lo, ſunk to carth, a wretched Victim lies, 
Her ſum compleat of human miſeries, 
Though now, fad Outcaſt, left expos'd and bare, 
That face was once with fatal beauty fair; 
Thoſe ſqualid Limbs with nice proportion juſt, 
Were once all lovely to the eye of Luſt; 
And Peace once dwelt an inmate of that breaſt, 
Till treach'rous Love became its baneful gueſt. 
Though, hapleſs Fair-one, Virtue is thy foe, 
The Mule, leſs rigid, ſhall her tear beſtow ; 
: The 
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The Impechyüng Muſe bemoans iy fate, 
| Knows thy fad tale, and faithful will relate 1 
To honeſt Induſtry and Virtue bred, 


Thy Parents own'd the ſhelter of a ſhed; 
Contented Pair | through many a toilſome day 


| T hey work d and ſung the chearful hours away. 


An only infant bleſs d the Mother's knee, 
The Father's: fondneſs center' d all in Thee; z 


And well he hop d when time ſhould ripen forth, 


Thy infant beauties, and diſcloſe thy worth, 


Some neighb ring Swain. by Ihre warm 18 ulfe hed. 
Should take thee; faithful, to his homely bed; 


That when exhauſted N ature claim'd releaſe, 


And toil-worn Age deſerv d the boon of Eaſo, A 
His hoary years, to thy ſafe cot retir'd, 
Might calmly paſs till Life's laſt flame erpir dl. 


And oh! what; joys he deem'd thoſe years ſhould * 


if from thy loves an Infant Race ſhould | fpring 3 ; 
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How amply then were all his cares repaid, 
As with fond eye the Prattlers he Wor d, 


Unhappy Man not bk» was Hee fits a 3 
Far other doom the Fates reſery'difor thee. | 
In luckleſs hour a fell Deftroyer came, 


Love's plea advanc'd, ſeduction all his am; 
That plea, in Virtue's guiſe ſo well-convey'd, 


Ah! ſoon, deeeiv d the Poor unwary Maid 3 
With each ſoft Paſſion throbbing in her breaſt, 
And Love, that leem'd in Angel form- confeſt: 


How hard the conflict, ye, whotſael. i it, ay, 
Nor you, ye Prudes, deſpiſe th unhappy prey. 
Why muſt the Muſe purſue the painful tale, 


Too ſoon the Lover's fraudful wiles prevail; 


Soon ſated Luſt demands another Fair, 


And leaves the ruin'd Victim to deſpair; 
Who forc'd with ſhame to fly a Father's arms, 
Earns bitter bread by proſtituted charms; 
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In Orgies leud conſumes the midnight hour, 


{ax 7} 


Where Riot ſwells the loud infernal roar; 


With ſome old Letcher counterfcits delight. 
And yields to each caprice of  beaſtly appetite, 
But foon euch tranſient en fades — 


5 Glee curſes with vl lateſt b 3 


She inks, with guilt and infamy, to a. 


Nor ends the tragedy with one laid low, 
The aged Parents feel as "Was 2a Wae: .. 
Reft of their-Child, by ſo ſevere a doom, 
be heir grey hairs go with ſorrow to the tomb. 
Yet Know, vile Wretch, by Paſſion's whichwind driv'n, 
To violate the laws of Earth and Heav 83 
There i 1s an Hour, N when her long ſlumber o'er, 
Dread Conſcience ſhall awake, to ſleep no more; 
When Guilt ſhall tremble, Guilt that dar'd rebel, 
And Horror fright thee with her hideous yell, 


Go thou, whole boſom burns with hot deſire, 


With Luſt, inſatiate Luft' s deſtructive hee ; . 
a So, 
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-Go, learn thou this : Fro cexilated e CY N 


Is all our bliſs, from ſober Temperance. 

How much, O Temperance | to thee we owe, 

What Joys Grvere from thy pure fountain flow; 

Life's moſt protracted date derives from thee, 

A calm old age, and death from anguiſh free. 
Doth Death affright thee with its dread parade, 

The Herſe flow-moving, and the e 

Go, early learn its terrors to defpiſe, 5 

Read Virtue' 8 leſſon, and i in time be wiſe. 


Enough of crimes, on theſe Heav't n's vengeance Wait. 
Let Satire aim at faults of humbler ſtate. 


Whoe'r obſerves, will find in human race, 
More difference of character, than face; 2 | 
Some nice, odd turns, in all, th'Obſerver ſtrike, 

Each his peculiar has, nor find we two alike. 
Bleſt with each art that ſoothes the iis of life, 
A quiet Mind, not made for noiſe and ſtrife; 

In whoſe fixt calm no Jarring pow rs contend, 
Deſign'd to act, as Huſband, Father, Friend; 
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Had Philo been content with what was giv'n, 


And, truly wiſe, enjoy'd on earth his Heav'n : 
Philo had liv'd---but liv'd unknown to fame, 
Had died content---but died without a name. 
No, Philo cry'd, be glorious Praiſe my care, 
Nor let this name be mix d with common air; 
For this, he waſtes the weary hours of night, 
Leaves peace to Fools, and. baniſhes delight; 
Nature in vain throws i in her honeſt barrs, 

The Wretch runs counter to himſelf, and ftars: "Pp 


In vain---for loſt no \ charaQer he ſeems, 
And Philo does not live, but only dreams. 


; Others there are, who to the ſhade retire, 

Who'd ſhine if Nature would the clods inſpire, 
And, as ſhe gave them parts, would give them fire. 
But languid bodies, ſcarce inform'd with ſoul, 

In one dull round their vacant moments roll ; 
Heavy, and motionleſs as Summer ſeas, 
They yawn out life in moſt laborious eaſe z 
Paſſions, half form'd, in their cold boſoms lye, 
And all the Man is ſluggiſh Anarchy ; 
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Vet Wits, and wiſe, when ſome ſmall ſhocks awake; 
As when the ſurface of ſome ſtagnant lake, 


Urg'd by the action of the buſy Air, 


Breaks its thick ſcum, and ſhews the bottom clear. 


Who knows not Florio ? ſweet enraptur'd elf 1 


Florio is known to all men but himſelf. 
Him Folly own'd the inſtant of his birth, 


And tun'd his ſoul to nonſenſe and to mirth ; 


Nor boaſts a ſon, in all her dancing croud, 


So pert, ſo prim, ſo petulant, and proud: 
Þ Mixture abſard and: ſtrange ] EO 42 74 
Dulneſs with Wit, Sobriety with Whim; 


A ſoul that ſickens at each riſing art 
With the mean malice of a coward's heart. 


80 milky ſoft, ſo pretty, and ſo neat, 


With air ſo gentle, and with voice ſo ſweet; 


What Dog-ſtar's rage, what maggot of the brain, 


Could make a Fop {o impudently vain, 


To throw all modeſty aſide, and-fit 


The mighty Cenſor of the works of Wit ? 


Lis 3 


Say Wretch, what pride could prompt thee to beſtow | 


Abuſe on Pow'r, the greateſt pow'r below, 
The Muſes pow'r ? that pow'r thyſelf ſhall know : : 
Her Pen ſhall add thee to the long; long, roll, 


That holds the name of ev ry brother Fool. 


Of various paſſions that divide the breaſt, 


Pride reigns ſupreme, and- governs all the rer; 


Its form i is vary d, but to all ſupply'd- 


In equal ſhares, however modify d. 
- Bleſt ſource of ien whoſe perpetual Arife 


Wick Ouggil Macuyy Walls 8 1 He 


Thou great, firſt Mover, tis alone from thee 


That Life derives its ſweet diverfity. 


Yet hapleſs he, whoſe ill-directed pride, 
With foft ſeduction draws his ſteps aſide 


From Life's low vale, where humbler joys invite; 


raſh tread, to gain Diſtinction's height: 


Him Peace forſakes, and: endleſs toils oppoſe, 


A Friend's defection, and the ſpleen of Foes ; 


Black Calumny invents her- thouſand lies, 


And fickly Envy blaſts him if he riſe---- 
& 2 
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He, Wretch accurs'd, ty'd down to ſervile rules, 
Muſt think and act no more like other Fools: 


For him no more that ſocial eaſe remains 
Which ſweetens life, and ſoftens all its pains; 
Each jealous eye betrays a Critic's ken, 

To ſearch for faults it ſpares in other men. 
How ſhall he wiſh in vain, once more his own, 
That Hour when free, and to the world unknown, 
Its praiſe he had not, nor could fear its frown, 


Oh! let me ſill, in humble ſtation bleſt, 


? een n IIcav' 11 beaove, Denen ao ho (Þ; 9 


May Pride ne' er prompt one ſecret wiſh to riſe 
Where Honour, Virtue, or where T ruth denies; 3 

May never luſt of Wealth, or Pow' r betray | 

My backward ſtep to Fortune s ſlipp'ry way. 
Much Heav' n hath giv n---in gratitude I bend--- 

Much, much hath giv'n me, for it gave a Friend: 

Gave me a --- in whoſe manly ſoul 3 

No little thought exerts its baſe controul, 

The Friend of human-kind, whoſe gen'rous 3 


In ſorrows, not its own, {till ſhares a part. 


Oh! 


he: 29. 
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Oh ! be thou mine till Lite its clay reſigns, 


Thy Breaſt the pillow where my Soul reclines, 
And if, in luckleſs Hour, ſo weak I prove, 
With mean n Diſtruſt, to doubt the Friend I love: 
To dou t the Friend whoſe honeſt boſom bears 
Balm for my wounds, and ſolace for my cares, 
When I deſcend fo low (0 juſt Decree ) 
May Heav n collect its ev ry wrath for me. 
E May I be damn' d to prove the Coward' : Tate, 


To cringe to Fools and flatter thoſe I hate ; 5; 


. fate 11. = 8 a ab 10 1s 

Follute my ſoul with love of dirty Ore. 

I May Lite's ſlow ſands ebb tediouſly away, 
And I but hve to execrate the day. 
| May ev'ry comfort leave me when I die, > 


| And Virtue curſe with tears, my blaſted Memory. 
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